The Hijlorj of 
H c made a blufhingcitall ofhimfelfe. 

And chid his trewant yoth vith fuch a grace. 

As it he mad red there a double fpiri c 
Of teaching and of learning inftantly: 

There did hepaufejbut let me tell the world 
If heoutliuc the enuy of this day 
England did neucr owe fo fwccte a hope. 

So much mifconllruedin his wantonnefle. 

Hof .Coofin I thinke thou art enamored 
Onhisfollies:neuer didlheare 
Of any Prince fo wild a libertie: 

But be he as he will, yet once ere night, 

I will imbrace him with a iouldiersarme, 

That helhall fhrinke vnder my currefie. 

Arme.arme with speede,& fellows, fouldiers, friends. 
Better confider what you haue to doe, 

That I thathauenot wcl thegift oftonguc 
Can liftjyour bloud vp with perfwafion£»/*r.4 MefTeneer 
JMeJf.My Lord,here are letters for you. H 

Hot , Icannotrcadthemnow. 

O, Gentlemen, the time of life is fhort: 

To fpend that fhortnefle bafely,were too long. 

Iflife did ride vponadiallespoint. 

Still ending at the arriuall of an houre, 

Andifwe liue, we liuc to tread on kinoes, 

Ifdic.brauc death, when Princes die with vs. 

Now for our confciences,thc armes are faire, 

When the intent ofbearing them is luff. Enter anther, 
MefiMy Lord prepare, the King comes on apace. 

Hot. I thenke him, that he cuts me from my talct 
For I profcllenot talking, onely this. 

Let each man doe his belljand heredraw I a fword 
VVhofe temper I intend to ftaine 
With theibefUdood that 1 can meet withall, 

In theaduenturc of this perilous day* 

Now efperance Percy ,and feton, 

Sound all the lofty inftruments of war. 

And by that mufickc let vs all embrace. 


Forheauen to earth, fotne of vs tieucr fhall, 

Afecondtimedofuchacurtelxe. 

Here they embrace, thstrumpett fomAfke Kmg enter nvit him 
power, aUrme to the butte lichen enter Douglas ,and?.irtVal- 
ter Blunt* 

Blunt, What is thy name, that in battel thus thou croffcft me 
What honour doft thou fecke vpon my head? 

Dong .Know thcn.my name is Douglas, 

And ldo haunt thee in the battell thus, 

Becaufcfome tell me that thou art a king. 

Blunt, They tell thee true. 

Doug. The Lord ofStaflford dearc to day hath bought 
Thy likcncs,for in ftcad of thee,King Harry 
This fword hath ended him,fo /ball it thee, 

Vnlcfle thou yeeld thee as my prifoner. 

Blunt l wasnotborneayeclder, thouproud Scot 
And thou fhalt find aking that will reuenge 
Lord Staffordsdcath. 

They fight, Dowglas ktls Lent, then enters Hotfpur. 

Het* O Dowglas,hadft thoufoughtat HolmcdonthuS 
J ncuer had triumpht ouer a Scot. 

Doug. Als done,al» woun,herebrcathlcs lies the King, 

Hot, Where# 

Hot. This,Douglas? no, I know this face full well , 

A gallant knight he was, his name was Blunt , 

Sctnblably furnilht like the king himfelfe. 

Doug, Ah foole, goc with thy foulc whither it goes 
A borrowed title haft thou bought to dcarc. 

Why didft thou tell me,that thou wert a King# 

Htf.Thc king hathraany marching in his coates. 

Doug, Now by my fword,I will kill all his coates, 

He murther all his Wardrope, piece by piece, 

Vntilllmeete the king. Hot, Vp, and away. 

Our fouldicrs ftand full fairely for the'day. 

lAlarme, Enter Va/fla/ff folus. 

Fzl. Though I couldfcapc fhotfree at London, 1 feare the 
fhothere,her’s no fcoring but vpo the pate.Soft,who arcyou? 
fir Walter Blunt, thcr’s honor for you,her’s no vanity, l am as 
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